JAMES WHITNEY
You, Mr Highwayman, should have kept your secret a
little longer, and not have boasted so soon of having out-
witted a thief. There is now nothing for you to do but
deliver, or die." These terrible words put them both into
a sad consternation. They were loath to lose their money,
but more loath to lose their lives ; so of two evils they chose
the least, the tell-tale coxcomb disbursing his hundred
pounds, and the other a somewhat larger sum, professing
that they would be careful for the future not to count
without their host.
Whitney, like a great many others of the same profession,
affected always to appear generous and noble. There is one
instance of this temper in him which it may not be amiss
to relate. Meeting one day with a gentleman on Newmarket
Heath, whose name was Long, and having robbed him of
a hundred pounds in silver, which was in his portmanteau
tied up in a great bag, the gentleman told him that he had
a great way to go, and as he was unknown upon the road
should meet with many difficulties if he did not restore as
much as would bear his expenses. Whitney upon this
opened the mouth of the bag, and held it out to Mr Long.
" Here," says he, " take what you have occasion for." Mr
Long put in his hand and took out as much as he could
hold. To which Whitney made no opposition, but only
said with a smile: "I thought you would have had more
conscience, sir."
Not long after his arrival in town, after a series of other
adventures in the country, he was apprehended in White-
friars, upon the information of one Mother Cosens, who
kept a house in Milford Lane, over against St Clement's
Church. The magistrate who took the information com-
mitted him to Newgate, where he remained till the next
sessions at the Old Bailey.
After his conviction, Sir S-------1 L-------e. Knight, Recorder
of London, made an excellent speech before he passed sen-
tence of death, and on Wednesday, the igth of December,
1694, Whitney was carried to the place of execution, which
was at Porter's Block, near Smithfield. When he came there,
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